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PROLOGUE 
By, Mr, Mountfors, 


e Bloody rasse 
That ever did r* Fiends engage, 

A Recoucilement, with 4 ing- Feaſt, 

While Murther was the Treat for every Gueſt, 
Which wel prove to Aer yet to come, 
The Faith of France, the Charity of Rome, 
France by the maſt detefkable Perjury, 
Enſlav'd it s Subjefts who by Laws were free. 
No Sacrament can thus Great Hero bind, 
Oaths are weak Shackles for his mighty Mind, 
And worſe than Heatbens does be perſecute. 
His Prieſts want Senſe and Learning to diſdute ; C 
But weak Droines by flreng Dragoons confute : 

And who-Cre dobry of any Prieftly M 
The Heretick maſt be — . 
With Rome's ror and French Government, 


What d'you murmat for, e youre free, 
Aud this bleſs'd 2 its Liberty ? 
Croſs but the Narrew Seas, and you will find 
Slavery and Superſtition to your mind. 
Take with you all your Friends that 
The Land will happily be rid of Jen; 
Then all as one with our Great Prince combi d; 
And bus Allies by Satred Owion joyn'd : 

Will ſuch falſe Tyrants oppoſe, 

Till none ſhall dare to own the Name of Foes > 


Ll A 2 Perſonæ 


* <= 


Perſons Dramatis 


King Charles IX Mr. Vor ntfort. 

Duke of Guiſe. Mr. Willioms. . 
Cardinal of Lora. Rr. Kynafton.. + 
Alberto Gondl. Mr. Harris. 
Lignoroles. Mr. Bowen. 

Admiral of France. Mr. Betterton. 
Cavagnes Mr. . Freeman. 
Langoiran. Mr. Alexander. 
Qucen Mother. Mrs. Betterton. 
Merguer ite. Mrs. Barry. 
Qucen of Navarre. Mrs. Knight. 
2 to che. Mrs, Jorden 

Genius. Mr. Bowman. 
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PARIS 


ACT L SCENE L 


— 


The Duke of Guile, Cardinal of Lorraine, Marguerite. 


Gui, Us T from your Arms, by this great Guardian rais'd, 
Call'd to the Council of a wary King, 
| On whom depends the Fortune of Lorraine, 
O, Marguerite, yet to — L this, 
After wech full poſſeſſion thus to languiſh: 
If this be not to Aer 172 what is” 
Ceaſe then the rolling Torrent o cars, 
Witch when 1 Aries ts climb the Bilof Honour: 
W aſhes my hold away, and drives me down 
Beneath Man's Scorn, into the vale of Rpine. ; 
Mar. Hear, hear him, O you Powers; bEcauſe I love him 
Above my Life, beyond all joys on Earth, 
He ſays I am his Ruine4 to my Face) 
With a Court Metaphor, he Vos he loaths me. 
For all Men hate their Ruine; nay, tis true, 
1 find your Falſhood ;, tis the trick of great ones, 
Like Beaſts of Strength, to prey upon the Weakelt. 
Gui, | ſwear ; 
Mar. O, do net, Gears AIST 13 N 
Fot Perjury ſo neceſſary ſeems + Joids 1 a9 
To zreat Men's Oaths, thob muſ erte dammd ?; * 


* 
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Yet as 1 am, thus pluag'd in this diſhonour, \ 


Like a fall'n Angel h all my Hells, 
I cannot hate thee, Guiſe, but ar, 
Far from the ſhining Clime where 1 was born, 


ing | Eyes all day, 
A 4 Wang 3 
Mar. No more, my z you to Council: 
I ſee tis neceſlary; bur 1 fl By | | 
My Soul Miſchicf, if not Murder; 
For if you d prove falſe, Crowns, Kingdoms, Empires, 
Worlds ſhould not ſave poor Marguerite from the Grave. 
Ah, Guiſe, ah venerable Corrain, view me, 
Behold me on the Earth, I ſwear I love 
As never Woman lov'd; Pm all a Brand, 
With, or without | am ne're at reſt: | ” 
Farewel ; this Fever of my furious paſſion of 
Burns me to Madneſs, yet I ſay, farewel. 
Gui. Farewel. Yet why farewel, when cre the Evening 
I ſhall a ruſh to eternal Sweets, 
This boſom of the Spring! 
| [Marguerite going a. | 
{Mar. returning. What, no endearments at ſo ſad a parting ! 
Alas, perhaps 1 ne re ſhall ſee you more. F 
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Cut off the P heads: lay 
And ſtreight Wayes (the 
Car. Then you will leave 
Cui. Hurl her to the Seal | 
The Air, the Earth; or Elemental fire, 
So I my ſee Chafhilion in the Net. 
Oh 2 Whale- Admiral: might 1 but view him, 
After his thouſand Fetches, Plots, and Plunges, 
Struck on thoſe Scouting Shatlows which await him, 
Furies and Hell, and 1, by to g4ll him; 
Were Marguerite all one World of Pleaſure, 
de fell her, and my Soul, for ſuch Revenge. 
Car. 8 lower. | 
Gm, hat, 


In height of — 
When Orleance was 
By damn'd Poltroe fo vi 
Poltrot, by Bez.a, aut 
Set on with 
Here and hereafter, fo to hlaſt te Gl 
O, I could pull my burſting Eye- bal forth, 
But that they may one * prove Bakilisks 
To that deteſted Head of att thefe rolls, 
Then Tortures, Racks and Dtn thalteto& thy "wound, 
Kill him in Riots, Pride, ap Luſt of Pleafores,. 
That I may add Damnaties to the reſt, 
And foil his Soul and Body both together. 
Car, Behold your Brother, ang} the Duke Delbeuf, 
Mercur too comes; this Gum Will wand ores. 
G. No, not at all; dd ia erus. 
O my good Lords, e 16. the gen 0 ,< 
Stood here before you; ſhoubs he "our huſtice ? 
I ſee by cach man's laying of his n 20 24 
1 Updu 
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u his Swor 3 ; may ror 74 
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For me, I wiſh 
Car, pun 
Gas, I go. That Vermin 
That 1 may dy like the late g. 
Under the Barber's hands 
M while alive | craſs to chen 


r 


To him in EMigh & Aon ir u Jul 
Drag, p, and griod din, after hs is dead. - rene, 
2 6.02 n 411 6 „ ins. | 
SCENE II 
u. Cabinet Council.” 2 


Table with Lights aw is. 1 
| Queen Mother, ben flip. 


Q. M. O my the W of this New Ruin 
Go wrong, for want of one knows to drive; 
He fits too light wpon the whirling Throne, 

And totters, with "the diſmal pruſpect, down : 

Young Charles, a ſmart foſpicions: danbtful Boy. 

But, Charles, you muſt be rul'd in this dark Road, 
Or with the Lightniag af my Fuat Power, 
Which never nor clapa, Fie melt thee down, 
For ever. loſt amongſt the Mats of Things, 

That thoug th# 
The Price ef my * mnay'# een 
Like Nero, tho? at | 
But fee the King wit 
Let us wee oer ay bearings 1+ 


ue King wh Alderta Goats, 


King. Alberts FIT t mot li Ni 
Alb. Sir! 
King. | thigh mos lov? me... $3 * 
Alb. More than my liſe. ir * 21» 
King. That's much e 1 dobe ve thet · 0 
My Mother has the Judgment of the Werid, 
Aud all thiags move by thay; bur my Abe, 
Shg has cruel Wit, and, ket me dall thee, 2 


— 


EU dating Soul, . 


Nin "I 
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calls for you. 
——ů— — 
King o sn Sa 
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Thus to deſtroy the-Souldiers of the; Kingdom; + 
Famous as ever fought far Rowe or Greece, 
Under s ſhadow of a thouſand Oaths; 
'Tis Barbarous, Alberto, is it not ? 
And ſeems to me unworthy of 2 
— The provocation, Sir. 
King. 1 know it well. 2 
But it thoud'ſt have my heart within by hand. 
I fwear, Conſpiracies of that foul Nature 
For ever blot the Memory of _—_ 
What Honours, Intereſt, "with the orld to buy him, 
Shall make a brave Man ſmile agd 22 a Murder ? 
Therefore I hate — 4 — Treachery — = 
I mean the latter 9p 
— none but Conards and We Lners-nr 
ould dare commend, ellows 
His Dagger in bi- — d his Father. 
This is a Blot, the Cicrronian Stile 
Could ne're wipe off, tho? the Man 
(Miſtaken in his Love, for rata ſcorn'd him) 
Makes bold to call thoſe Traytors Men Divine. 
Alb. Tully was Wiſe, but wanted Conſtancy, 
King. He did, Alberto. Heark, but one thing more, 
For much | love thee, and would ſaia gaburden 
My Soul of half her Cares on ſuch a Man, 
So good. 
. My ever Dear. and Honour'd Maſter. 
. No more of that. Vle tell thee then : laſt night, 
As 1 


I cald 1 wr trot > 1 Mother brought i 
or w my 13 
1 2s ſhe reach d it to my crembling Lips, 
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The Poaleron — -the 
Gs 4 No, Sir, you cap 

Qs. Ai. No, Sir 

Pur youre in fer of thoſe 
You Tear ev'n Me 2 0 liv* 
Since my own 
(For ſo I al Nb ay" 8 
p Being. 1 

King, Stay, Madam, tay, | give wy fears, 
Forgive my Soul ber | 
Where all our T 
And all vis" corft Abe pe Death, 

his ro 3 | 

Qu, A. What brings dtnal of Lo##4in from Rome ? 
King. That the new Pope is fully * 


I ſent the Legate too that 
With 'this cloſe Motto che oy the Toma: 


—_ the 5 
King. O er 
That rides my Night, bud yt wy 
Is it not Conſcience ? | 
Like a She Wolf, in Fane oy nets 
And drags me on the Hop g 
Of that old Lyon , | 

And grias, and roars,” rain ro tevour we 

Qu. M. Why, let him: when nn W; 
Clear up this furrow'd Brow. Beli | 
You'l ſee him Some ou need not. fear bum; 
For, ſhould he ſtay” 
Doubting TIER, 
The War 


And lull his your an 5 | 
W hich awes kun why, mord 


He'll follow A + Fe yod 20 02 ',urm ”. 
* / £ D601 1 1 A 
Ang ſcorn Aa mums * * * - 


Fr So | 


nw 
. 


| Cl 
The! Maar: of PARTS. 1 

King. O, tis a dreadful Image; | 
Yet when his brains are paſh'd 1 "ſhall be Neill, 
The Morning riſes, yet I cannot reſt ; 
Like thoſe eternal r that wink Sew; 
Methinks, O Mother, 1 could watch for ever. 
Once more let me conjure you, all be hoſt's, 
Be ſecret on this horrid Conſultation, 
As Urns and Monuments, that never blab. 

Gs. Therefore let's lye like Furies on the watch, 
1 were an ambuſh for the World. 

- With Claws lock'd in, like Lions, couch to tear vn, 

ou other, et ve wil you tir or breath.” 


FD Exeant. * 


ACT IL SCENE I 


Admiral, Cavagnes, Langoiran. 
Adm. \J Our Reaſons are to all appearance fair; 


Like Eder*s Fruit, the Tempter =_ forth, 
But there's a canker-Queen- within the Corde 


Theta 1 


Like 22 paves my 
But oh, C and 
Do you not her 1 
With ſoft indented glides 
I ſee the forked Tongue betwixt her Teeth, 
Hiſſing us from the of Life and Honour : 
O, be a Serpent equal to the 
A0 has the will to damn another Id; 
Therefore I'm poſitive, till I'm convinced 
The King foregoes her Counſel, ie not ſtir: 
le not to Court. 
Cav. Thus far 1 can make good, 
She is believ'd, > rout h all the Courts of Exrope, 
A moſt tranſcendent Wir, and abſolute Woman. 
Adm. That is an abſolute Murderer and Diſſembler , 


Wo that proceeds on ſach black 
That thinks there is no God above tion, 


But may accompliſh all chat he intends: 
| Where 


C 
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Where's then the Art, the Reach, the Policy 
Of this tranſcendent and moſt ablolute Women ! 
Is it not eaſie to Aſſaſſinate, 
To Lie, and Swear you love the Man you hate, 
Train him into the dark, and murder him? 
1 urge again, unleſs the King reſolve 
To rule alone, 1 will not come to Court. 
Lang. Cavagnes is a Maſter in Court Secrets; 
For me, I ruin'd the bus'neſs of the War. 
Ad. Perſwade me while the Queen is at his Ear; 
That if he were made up of Worlds of Mercy, 
He ever would forgive me ! pray look back 
Into the former times, and fee who ſow'd | 
Thoſe glowing grains which ſhot up toa Wer,. 
Who blew the coals er ed Doctrine, | = 
And earth'd the little Sect at Hugo's Gate; | 
Was it not — — 7 — — 
Lang. Stick to your r; follow your on methods. 
Ad. Who 3 ile the pangs of Rage wete on her, 
Proclaim'd me in all Languages a T raytor, | 
Drag'd my Effigies through the ſtreets of Paris, 
Hung up my Statue on the common Gallows, 
Ser, by Court Officers, my Goods to ſale, 
My Houſes raz*d, or burat em to the ground. 
Cav, 1 muſt confeſs that ſtart of open vengeance, 
Not common tv the Nature of the Queen. 
Ad. And why all this, not for a private grudge ? 
I judg*d *rwas time to view the y flaws 
Of that Religion that would rend the World; 
That ſticks not at the ſlaughter of whole States, 
Blowing up Senates, nor at murdering Kings: D 
Driv*a with this thought, I puſt'd the War yet farther ; 
And, though we loſt the Fight at Aforcomour, . 
Yet ſpeak, Cavagnes, did I fail in ought? _ 
LQ of Navarre, F. of Navarre, F. of Conde. 
Cav, | was not there. | 
Ad. Then give me leave to ſay, 
I fought my ſelf the Proteſtant Cauſe alone, 
When in the hcad of our remaining Horle, 
I met the Elder Rhinegrave hand to hand, . 
Shot him Pth? Face, and left him on the ground, 
T hea ſeeing all our Army quite defeated, - * 
My Jaw-bone ſhatter d, and wy Voice mu ſpent, 
; 


I fled, with hopes to riſe more terrib 
As it ſucceeded, to the aſtoniſhment 
Of all the Chriſtian World, | [Enter 
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Enter Colombier with 4 paper in bis hand. 


Col. My Lord the Cardinal of Terran arriv'd, 
To ſwear and fign the Articles of peace; 
The Queen at preſent holds him in diſcourſe ; 
Mean time Commends rhis Paper to your view 
Sent to ber Majeſty from the King of France. 
Adm. reads 


6« Adam, as you demanded, you have r Ore all the Coun 
& ty ſuddenly of Armagnec ; Tell the great Admiral 1 ſeek 
© his Friendſhip. Ac of Lorrann the reſt; who knows my heart. 


Perhaps, my Friends, it may be thus indeed, 

That, quite tir'd out with infinite Diſtractions, 

He may at laſt reſolve to Rule alone, 

Come from his Page - hip, and put off the Mother; 
Not loſe his Youth, the pleaſure of his Bloom 
Among grey Senators, and withering Councils: 

If it were ſo; but hold, there's ſomething here 
Forbids that thought; it riſes like a Vapor, 

A ſtrange miſgiving, ſuch s Women {ſwoon at, 
And Men themſelves may fear. - Buy ſee, the Queen. 


Enter the Quit of Navarre, Prince of 
Navarre, and Prince of Conde. 


, Navarr, | come, Sir, to foreſtall the Cardinal, 
Who from the King offers. theſe terms of Peace : 
He adds to what Count Lodewick brought before, 
His Mothers Policy ſhall ſway no lonper ; 

That He'll ſubmit his Genius to your conduct, 
Confirms your being Captain General 
In that moſt glorius Enterprire on Spain, 
Allows you fifty for your Perſon's Guard; 
Therefore, for ſealing this Eternal Bond, 
And for the former weighty Conſultations, 
He begs you inſtantly to come to Court. 
Adm, What has your Majeſty reſolv'd to do? 
Q. M. To go with both the Princes ſtreight to Pi, 
And ſe the Nuptials of my N a 
I know not what your i intend ; 
But | have ſent already to the King 
My Anſwer by Byron, and will attend him: 
Adm. Then tis too late to „ —— 
„ r and I muſt plunge 
2 


* 


Ig 


12 The Maſſacre f PARIS. 
In this Abiſs, tho? it be deep as Hell. 
No, Madam, ſpite of all the Augurs. here, 
Since you are thus reſol vd, Ile go to the foremoſt. 
"Twas for your ſake, and in the Prince's cauſe, 
For Liberty 2 Cn w_ Reg i 
That 1 thus long did propagate ar ; 
And ſhall 1 now not follow where you lead me ? 
Lan. Why ſhould you, if it goes againſt your mind ? 
Adm. Peace, dran ſiace the Main's produc'd, 


— 


Therefore, my F go gather 
Bid dem prepare for Paris, Tell my 

My deareſt Martia, we muſt bid farewell ; 

Tell her, I'm forc'd ſwim agaiaſt the Stream; 
Say, that ber Cato's bound for Ut 

From whence perhaps he never ſhall return. 


Enter Cardwal of Lorain. 


Car. Conqueſt perity, and ſmooth ſucceſs 
Be ever ſtrow'd Pd our General's feet. 
Thus, Sir, the Kiag ſalates with Commillion 
To 2 — * of nf 4 Lox on Spain, 

. MyLo eat. Employ. 

I hear beſide, the Riag will rule Fay | 

For, Sir, what &re the Wit of Women be, 

From War and Councils let em be remov'y. 

| ſay again, with my old blugtoeſs, Sir, 

To have a Female fiager ia the State, 

ls blaſting to the Prince's Memory, 

Let him but be fincere, and leave the Mother, 

Old as I am, I will put on my rm, 

And with this hand, not wither'd yet m War, 
Bear to th' Eſcarial his 1 tal Standard 

Car. My Lord, for the Locerity of the King, 
That he intcnds his Dear and Great Chaſtidor, 
The very words that did exprefs his love, 

All Honours, Titles, Greatneſs, all Advancement, 
Nay, to the curbing of bis Mother's Will, 

For tae performance* of each Article, 

Without a pious catch, or trick of Ste 

Wirhout the ſmalleſt Mental Reſervation, 
Equivocation, or the leaſt Referve ; 


la the King's Name, as J am breit proſeſi 4. 
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Adm, Hark, my C 


write to Count 


I ay; Vie have it done, 
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Charles, 


youre 
and damn 


2 Ver ä with 


Soul 


charge 
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1 charge you ſtay, for Auris does Arreſt. you, 
And ſaies, you ſhall not ga to Cris: 
Martia reſolves to hinder* this Self-Mourder. 
Adm, Self-Murder, Martian 6 + nd 9 
Ant, Les; you turn the Sword 
Upon your ſelf, which, Charles and that falſe — 
Brandiſh againſt you, going thus to Court 21 
Againſt your will; for fo you ſent me word. 
Is not this running it in your own Bowels ? 
Is it not, Caro? but you ſhall not leave me: | 
You're now Bettothd and ia this ſad Condition, 
Thus fraught with your clear Image, like a Bath i 
Too Richly laden, wich an over Ballaſt, 
Leave me not Cape., do a flood of. Tears, 
A Sea of Paſſion, and a Storm of Sorrow. 
Adm. Beg me not, Martia; "cis impaſlible 
To ſtay me now, my Honour is engag . 3184 1 
My Word is palt. 
Art, Vet ſtay, Sir, ſtay, fo long 
So long at leaſt, as may preſerve your Likeneſs ; 
For if I yield you now to thoſe /Court-Murderers, 
My boding Fears will blaſt it ere tis Born; 
For ſure as Ceſars Butchery was Ti 
At Rome, your Murder is contriv'd at Pri: 
C alphurnia' $ * Dream, and Scent | of — A 
Are nothing, Sir, to my Prophetick Spi | 
Which not by V Viſions, Fantoms- of Night, 
But by day Arguments, 'and certain 
Will give ſuch Evidence for your undoing, 
As you, your ſelf being Joge, ta ſhall 
Adm.,O, 
Unman me with thy thy Fears 2 
With all the Dagger'd Council 
Ev'n in my view, I ſwear | 
Ant. Then you are caught indeed 
Your Wife, with this poor 
With-all your other O 
The Glory of the Earth is | 
I fee the Vine that ſpreads 
Wirh all his Cluſters rottin 
Blaſted with Lightning from 
By her, that is the Je of your Fate, 
That Mur@ring Sorcereſs, that dry Hag of Florence, 
That Midnight Hecate of ten thouſand forms, 
That varies with all Shapes, that trycs all Spir 
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Selling her Soul to tach, and all together, 

Ta mae your Fate igevitable ſure. ö 
Adm. Give me your hand, and take this farewel Kiſs: 

If thou. would'ſt have me think thou lov'ſt old Gaſpar, - - - 


Reply no more, d de d ＋ 
TY 467g 2. we but once, 
And. whiſper't in your -Ear- By all my hopes | 
Of Earth and Heav'n, you ſhall not dye alone; 
I'll gather all the Branches of your Body; +) 
The little Arms, the Sprouts of him that was: 
Yes, with thag,prectous: Fardel, bound together 
2. Nt e Gl Deotd 1 
nd wreath*d about ti with my 
I'll follow you to Court: I wl, my Lord; 
And ſince you'l have it ſo, well burn together. [Exie] 


Emgr Commander. - 


0 7 {14% 

Adm, O, my brave Friends? my dear 4a Rochfanicalr, 
Your hand; and yours, my rough Colombiere 3 
My Gallant Pies; and thine, my plain Lengoiran: 
But ſay, how ſtand you to This Expedition, 
This new Exploit, this Court Adventure? 

Lang. My Lord, IN anſwer tor, em; there's not one 
But has refoly'd to fallow the? they bad rather 
Run the violent $ of Glorious War, 
Than ſtand one Complemental Death at Court. 

Adm, Then our Opinions jump. But to the purpoſe ; 
Since *tis reſolvy'd that we muſt go to Parr, 

auſe youre Strangers to the and Queen, 


Ki 
would inſtruct you in the Royal Tempers,.. 

Draw the Queen Mother's Face in Migature, 

For there the watch and ward of all our Caution 

Muſt lye, if poſſible to wave the Ruio. 
Lang. Fore-warn'd, fore-arm'd ; fear not, we ſhall remember. 


Adm, Imagin then the King, like laid 
Among the Sweets of Paradite to r 
While to his liſt aing Soul this Second E, 
Full of the Devil, and defign'd to damn us, 1 
Thus brea ' Counſels fatal to the World: wn 
What ever you trod before your Reign; _ 
'Tis Blood and Terror muſt your Throne maintain :. 
Vailgls bow; L 


Scorn then thy Slaves ; nor. to 
Fix the Gold Circle to thy Bren, 
By Murders, Maſſacres ; do Matzer; hows 16 ol os | 
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For Conſcience, and Heav'ns Fear, Religion Rules, 
They're all State-Bells, to toll in pious Fools. | — 
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ACT III SCENE. 1.”.. - 


E ²˙ ct 


— 


Enter Queen Mather, and Marguerite. | 2 


Ae. TS 'Guiſe then falſe ! or do you try me, Madam, 
And ſearch my Hears, to know how much i love him? 
If it be fo, I will reſolve you 3 
Sacred, 
oments 


lory, V | 

an out- caſt Fool, 
Care, nor worth my ſeeking 
Deſires, I 


? 
- Why ſhould you make me fave with — 
For, oh, 1 love beyond all former : 
Dye for him! that's 00 little 
piece Meal away, or bleed to 
Be flead alive, then broke 


Run with my mangled Arms, and cruſ him dead. 
Qs. A. Farewel ; thou'rt mad indeed: Pie find 
And ſend him to convince yow of t 
Mar. The Truth! © Hes! ny, 
But is he falſe? ig le i Nature 
Is Guiſe then, like his Kindred ? 
True Man, an U ol : 
Q. A. | tell thee, as love thy Life und Honour, 
Tho? much 1 ſear, the latter paſt hope, 7 


Their 


. Fury 


AM. Think no more. ont, but with a 
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SCENE II 
| Palace, 
Date of Gut, and Cardinet of Lorrain. 


Pc, CEIHS” 


18 age PARTS. 


* 
D e 


— for Hel, to, cram 


* — your Heart the 
Gui. Why, faith, Sir, 2 we 
The King rejolves is 4 urging 81 

The Man that dat d to a 
Should make that 
Oa thh l turn'd my 
As conſcious of the cruel 
. — then the proſpect 
* Heaven all 
eck'd with Bluſhes 


ER: 


ayer. 


From this 


On pag abate Lb Tee AC - _ ' 


Yet ( on that 
Regards it not. But ſee, ſhe com- 222. 


Fo - 
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Why, thea the Devil is ſure of one great Man. 


Mar. Of one! of all; at Court he's no 


88 


282 2 


Your 
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What with his Lip 
Walk thus before 
Ah Gaiſe ! diſloyal, 


Gui, Woman ſtill, - | 

Mar. Hark Guiſe, hear Monſter, hear and mark me: 
_ to thy Conſcious Soul I found the 
Of Porcien. 


Gus, Navarre, Navarre. 
- Mar. Thou ly*ſt, thou ly'& : Porcien, the Widow 

oreaen. 
O, 1 could cut my face! what, for a Widow ! 
Leave me for Porcien | O thou dull Ge 
Wilt thou ſit down' to the refuſe of Meals“ 
A Widow! what, the Monument of Man 
The Tomb Grave-Vault, the 
For this, I hate thee more 
And from preſence 

Gus. No; I will 
My ſelf; you ſhall 
For, know, I hate 


| 


: 


' 
'lov'd thee 5; 


Of 
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91 
Cui. Fare- 
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by your Friendſhip 
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But ſer, the King 7 weck, , my dint Lem, 
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dim in the dark, 


>. 


Lead 


Where 
And lay 
Gui 
Yet, if 1 meet 
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24 De Maſſacre PARIS. 
bu Abene Gl. 
But ſee, perhaps this Villain gave it Air. 


Ah, Traitor! Ah perfidious Alberto ! 
3 of baſeceſs, 
* 


And lodg'd thee in the boſom 
T'unravel the cloſe web of.my ſworn 


of 
Nay, riſe, and ſpeak : where didſt 


Why did'ſt thou truſt a buſineſi of (i 
To Ligneroles ? 
Enter Cardinal and Guile. 
Anj. *Tis true, my Lord, I did; | 
But Ple ingage my life he'll nere divulge it. 4 | 


King. No, Sir; I paſs my word he never ſhall. 
Aj. My Lord, 1 beg 


King. Speak ſtir not hence. , f (IF 
My Lord of Guiſe, myſt Service. | 

Q. A. Think no more # him, Jeſt the violeat Kings 100 
Whom yet I never faw {6 ely moY'ds; 1 1. ww 
Should turn his rage on you. T be ot A 

Gus, My Lord, tis done. | 


* 951 ” 179) 3% , 
1 8 ok 73 1 * 1 Two 
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. * 1 to 
To pat « little varalih af bi blood: o es Friſon, 
Then you, or ſome that have the ſeeming Power, 
Beg for their Pardon, and it ſhall he fga'd. 

Emer Alberto. 
Alb. My Lord, the Admirals arriv'd. 


King, O, Madam, 
Give me your hand, and yours and yours 


To prop me; 
Now we muſt ſhew a Maſter-piece indeed, 

To meet the Man whom we would make an end of, 
Ev'n at that time wheu mortal Wars within, 
When the blood boils and fluſhes to be at him, 

Yet then to ſhew the figns of heartieſt Love, 

To cringe, to fawn, to ſmile, to weep, and ſwear, 
Are Masks for women, not for men to wear. 


7 SCENE II 
Enter Admiral, E of Navarre, th Princes, Commanders, 


[Exennt, 


— 


Adm. Cavagnes, would 
I ſcarce have breath to 

Cav. Why ſhould you' fear? el 

Adm, Becauſe it goes againſt me. 
Upon the way, my fad prefaging 
At the firſt view of Paris ſunk within me, 
I ſtopt, and ſtart, and 
Like one that breaks 
As if my 
And ask 


— 
In view of thoſe that hav ſo bravely back d we. 
Enter the Kin | Mother,” A Alberto Gondi, C 4 

„ — , N 
1 King. Madam, you're weltowne tuns the Frites your Son 


Moſt 


Moſt welcome; this the Prince of Conde, welcome; 
VVelcome to Paris, welcome to the Court: 
The heart of Charles bids welcome to you all. 


£ VVho's that upoa the Earth! W Chaſtillon, 
7 


26 The Maſarrof PARIS, 


. The glorious Admiral , the fam'd Colgni, N 
The ſcourge of Kingdoms! O, my Father, riſe ; 
Or, by the Majeſty of Age, the Reverence 
Due to theſe hairs, the King himſelf ſhall kacel. 

Adm. O Sir, is pollible ! can this be real! 
Can you forgive this Out-law; this Offender ; 
VVho has ſo often turn'd your Subje ts Arms 
Againſt their Lawful Soveraignz made whole wilds 
Ot populous Towns, and brav'd the Lions fury! 
Now you have drawn me quite unarm'd to Court, 
Can yon ſo far be Maſter of your temper 
As not to hew me in a thouſand pieces ? 

King. Can you, who. had the power to make me tremble, 
Can you, my awful Subject, be ſo good 
To kneel before my feet, and ask my Pardon, 
And ſhall I be fo barbarous to refuſe it 
No, mighty VVarrior, in the heat of Broils, 
VVhen thou ſo terribly becam'ſt the Field N 
HaOſR thou thus ſought me, by thoſe Saints we worſhip, 
| had receiv*'d thee with a breaſt of 

Adm Forgive me, Sir; my heart ſo ri 
I cannot ſpeak. a 

King. Let then the VVorld be witneſs, 
All that is Honeſt, Sacred, Good, and Juſts 
Be witneſſes the powers of Heav'n and; ' 
VVith this embrace 1 pardon y Er 
I bid thee welcome, as my better Angel, _ 
Thou ſhalt direct in all my boſom Councils; 
My Genius; O! and w 1 hold thee thus,  - 

Arms. * 


* 


s in me, - 


hile 

Methinks I preſs my Father in my 

Adm, O! Sir, what have you done you've burſt the heart 
Of your old Gaſper, with this Floog Goodneſs : 
And ſee, it guſhes from my Aged Eyes. 

King, No more. | 

Adm, | myſt, I muſt 
For this dear Load that 
Arm; 


7 
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And * Ton your * ry. 4 
King. Your Fri ip to Queen, who courts 
VVill "wore oblige me han your V Vars abraad. mY 7 
Adm, For all paſt Faults thus low, I ak her Pardon. 
2. A. Riſe, riſe,..my Lord: let us forgive each other, 
May Il, whea dying, miſs the Throne of Mercy, | 
If, when 1 ſaw the King and you embrace, 
My wounded heart did not weep blood for joy. 
King. Come, come, my Lord, ſince you're fo fierce to 
Serve wiz, 
Pu find your Sword Employment. Reſt a while, 
And then for Flanders, (where the Duke of Alva 
Will hold you to't. 
Au- I long, wy Lord, to try him: 
He who ſo curizs the Reſorm'd Religion. 
F wiſh that, with ſome thouſands 1 could raiſe 
Of choſe p01 Proteſtaats waom he diidains,, +» | 
I could but face hin on the duſty Plain, | 4 
Tho? to his Aid he call'd his Catholick Maſter, 
With thouſand Arms beld up to thouſand Saints; 
Ev'n with this handful of my old Commanders 
Heading the well truf'd Body. of our Men, ; 
We'd on, to make the Mytred Armies yield, 
And drive the trembliag Croſiers from the Field. [ Exexot, 


— 


ACT IV. SCENE. I. 


— — 


— 


The Scene d am; the King, the Queen Mother, the Due Anjou, 
Duke Guiſe, Cardinal of in: The Body of Ligaeroles 
beld up all bloody.” 


An. H Traytor G«/e! but I will have thy liſe 
Gus. Let go hand; or by the Majeſty 
That Governs here, UI! ſend you to your Boy. 1 
King. Tear 'm afunder. 
Any, Vie have Satistaction. i 
King. Remove the Body. You my Lord of Guſe, 
Say how this murder hapned. 
Gui. Thus, my Lord. 
Charles Count of Manfeild, and the Count 


of Guerchy, , gt! > 
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When with this Mornings hunt, the Hills, and Groves, 


The Skies and Fountains ſeemid one mutual cry, 
Riding ia company, with this bold Spirit, 
Oa fiery Courſers, chanc'd to di e him: 
He ſrowu'd, they langWd, and ſo the road 
Of Quarrels, hot wards roſe, then Blows and Thruſts, 
The Youth hetwixt 'em fell, I Know not how ; 
And there's an end of him. 
An. Traytor, thou ly*ſt : thou know'ſt the cauſe. 
King. No, Sir, it was my Order. 
Now, as you have reſpect to your own Safety, 
No more of this. Had you * bluſh'd in Blood, 
In the Heart- blood of him you deareſt lov'd ; 
By my dead Father's Soul, by my Revenge, 
You ſhould your ſelf have mourn'd fo groſs a failing. 
8 M. Sir, he repents. 
King. He does but what he ought. 
Now to the Buſineſs. 
Since then the Cloud that holds our horrid Vengeance 
Comes nearer racking o're the AHagonors heads ; 

- L-t's any ha fall, and ſtir not from this place 
Till we have fixt the Plat-form of their Ruine: 
Firſt, for the Queen, Jave Albert of Navarre, 
Becauſe a Woman, and of Royal Blood, 

My Mother judg'd that ſhe ſhould dye by Poiſon. 
£4 Diſpatch'd with Sweets. 3 bes dead. 
King. Leg not without ſyſpigon of the Princes, 
Who therefore, by my Order, were deſir u al 
To ſee her Body open'd ; which was done 
Before the chic all the 73 . 
* 


Only her Head was ſpar d, as | a 
Out of a ſeeming Reverence 3 but 
Left that the Porſbn, tho? it 
Like a cloſe Murderer, 
_— yet - laſt be taken 1 ſo , 

ith this, in part, I ſatisfy'd their Murmurs. 

Qs, M. Therefore ygu muſt confer mote favours till ' 
Upon the Admiral, jolt þ bim with Honours 3 
Strike him but in the 45 of his ay whit 
You have him ſure: 
And roll at random 
My Lord of ou” Jo 
Se penn fie Bd 

t te Queen cars, 
Viit him, as commanded by the King; 


2 | by © © =— 0 
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But ſo as if enforc'd : and by Ougr =. 
. Jud ** 
27 chance 
Nay ve it quite againſt ou * . 
And ou to ſubmit your Pardon. | 
Gui, It be ſo: And fear not, le provoke him; 
'Twill eaſe my Heart a little, with keen words, 
To right my Father's wrongs, and Bey hg Venora 
That Fells me all within. 
King. On this — 


To ny fur of Hero hr al that — follow, 
in our cance Ww Death. 
* t, . 1 dew Oniſe approves 


Anj. Firſt, Sir, it would be. 
Tie Herring of Navene with 
know e e 
A eilt botd 


King. 


30 + The Maſſacre of P ARIS. 
Enter Alberto wb Marguetite. 


How, Marguerite, weeping ? all in tears ! 
Sure then the Count of Rhe miſtook the 
e. 
1 ſent to give thee Joy, ta tell my Siſter 3 
She muſt be marry'd. 

Mar. And I come, my Lord, 
= = my heart before — 

0 your favour, mercy, your pardon ; 

For O, my Lo 2 if would, 
Be \marry' to 
_ = You — 7 Rik, 
me why ; lle hear you out with patience. 

—_— Ah, Sir, how ſhall 1 peak your Silter's Frailty ? 
How ſhall I, but thus drown'd with tears and bluſhes, 
Confeſs the fault of Duty ? 1 am -marry'd, 
gm my Lord. 

King. To wb m / My 

Mar. Alas, you're angry 
But I muſt on the truth, tho? on your brow. 

A thouſand deaths ſat mevacing my Soul: 
ir het Pm marry'd to the Duke of Guiſe, 
N marry d, — — but conttacted: 


And fo far Vle ve Youth 
But 9 fr Ve forgne e noiſe 
Thou raze the haug ogy Caſe rm thy eerie; 
Or, by the violatio 
I will hot ſpare to drafn thy tainted blood, 
—7 Sar mounted . ee 

o the great memory of the wrong” 

Mar. Call then, my ll Borth your fierce Tormentors, 
Propoſe to Mar and wounds, 
And all the Arts of thoughiful Fury, 
See your poor Siſter's ae away 
By Liogring fires, my more dreadful; 
Yer, Sir, with m 1 mult avow 
My Love to Guſe, and \ phe <3 oneth * 

King. N Lbeve thought on't ter proclaim the:, 

A — thou ſhalt ag more be Royal: 
Poor, and abandon'd, wich d ſhame upon thee, | 
vll turn thee forth a Beggar to the World. 

"Mar. Do, do, r 
And make it death or any to relieve me, 


To leave thee, and to wed the 
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Set the mad multitude like Dogs upon me, | 
— 2 to 22 lleſu, 

o drag me to a | ms gaſping 
er with my laſt ſighs | EY an, : 
'Tis eaſier this, than to be falſe to Gwe, 

King. But, Marguerite, was there evet Love 
Ve Wann Reveagy * —— ? , 
Yer, W thou lov'ſt without being lov'd again: 
Since in my preſence G«//s now his ward . 

* Ten. Porcien. 

Mar. No, no, my Lord; that Art was us'd before ; 
Yet, Sir, you make m- tremble ; for methinks 
There's ng Wore reſold, more ſtern in you, 
Than in my yet my hcart's confirm'd 
Not to believe ev'a you; O therefore ceaſe, 


— 


_ 
# 
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. — 
You have my promile ; with all. 
I would retrieve it; be ee On N 
Whom | bcliey'd the worthleſt 
— he has prov'd himſelf fo 5 a « Villi 
ive me 9 Sir, give me leave ro ſhy 
to curſe. all Himane Kind 
King. Ple have no wore delay y | claim your Promiſe: 
. or, by my Crown, Ile have thee drag'd: 
What baa ? without there. 


Enter Attendants. 


Mar. Mother, pity me. 

Have patience, Sir, a lirtle time, my Lord, 
To vent theſe burſtin ſighs, ory will go; 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and 1 will go: 
This remnant of a wretched Royal woman, 
This ſtain to all your Blood, O cruel Heaw'n! 
This curs'd, forlorn, unhappy Bride ſhall go 
Thus to the Altar where my Fate's decreed ; 
But like a Victim that is doom to bleed. 


THis 
SCENE IL 


- Admiral, Antraviont, Cavafves, Litigalyei, 


Aut. Poiſon'd ; the Royal dead Naverre was pollon'd ? 
"Tis the firſt Thunder D 
That ſeems alr 
Why are you ſenſcleſs this, and def wo ang 
When — ou caſt your Eyes, 
Looks blacker yet ? Why Abet Be of Gaje? 
Why „ to 
Wich Barons, Knights, that hold the Party, 
With Foreign — lie —— 
And therefore ready upon 
With hazard of their lives to act his © bis pleaſure. 
Adm, Peace, . +. x A 
Ant. Alas, my d 
W by ſhould the Juke, Count 
Reſolve to ans themſelves beyond the Sein, 
Ualeſs their minds preſage ſom dreadful miſchief ! 


—_ 
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* Sir, "tothe he you add e pt" An 2 Ju ad 
And fo arewel. ag part, Im content * ; % 
To ſave my ſelf with F 197 rother ths peri 


With thoſe that are too wiſe. ' | E ee _ | 
eee. Servant. 
Serv. My Lord the Duke of Gaiſe, ww ara wil 
ag, Sers. 
Emer O, y . 


And bi yu wie ing, roy rag we cot Jou, - w / 


Still joads me with new Hadvurs' be noe Face; 
heh = , the laſt. _— 
i. There i one 
Your high Commiſſion for the War with Spain : 
I, and my Family, are charg'd to ſerve you ; 
And *rwill be glorious work. | 
Adm, If vou are there, | : 
There 101 erl. R 
Gui, O, your ry; 
I'm but a Stripling in the Trage 6 
But you, whoſe life is 8 
What wil not your Trio 
Who, as your ſelf confeſs? 
_ uite out-gone the memory 
xander, and of Saran) IM . 
od they in all their Attions ſocteſt; 
But you, in ſpite of your 
After the loſs of four moſt gᷣgual Is, 
Still roſe more fierce and dreadful to your Foes : 
And laſt, when all men thought you had 1 
To ſave your life, but wander throngh the World; 
You forc'd the King to grant your own Conditions, 
More proper for a Conquerovut thad one 
That was o'recome. 
Adm, No more of that, my Lord. 
Gai, Bur, Sir, fince I muſt make a little one 
In this great Buſineſs, let me underſtand 
Da OO * you put the King 
pon gerous an 
Ade, Know, I intend the Greatneſs of the King; 


Ade | 


Tha Marre f — IS. 


rn 


DES ZH 
7 turn opt Fever 


To wholeſom 

Gui, Stor'd 
Ordnance, Am 
Sdund Infantry ; 


_ 
reouz2d, 


Horſe, 


Wh thus « refolv's, } np on — —— 
His Feathers now ; ; but mew em all to Mor. 
Adm. | find my Lord, . — r 
Therefore thus much. and { The * 
* to ſend an Army iato 

werful one, and under my Command 
Firk then, altho* the Wars 
Are, in reſpect of former, pace e | 
N will nat ſteal a, 
The Phraſe of eee. 2 Ae 


Adm. No place of — 
ro nba The 8 
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The Triumph of their" ad rat” \ fs to tO MT 
Gui, You have woot Krb, ins. thete '& ns doubt 
Your deeds would anſwer well-fuch havghty words $1146 
Vet, let me tell you, Sir, there Ws | | 64 WI 
(Curſe on the hand that {ped him) thay yoold better, jodw 01 


Better than you, or all Gere - 1032 + 
That when he in Army the Fiege, 


That better would become the great Burtallion, uin bavee © 
D 
he weſe Father, Sir mean; — 
But yet, my Lord 3 Wen e e ! 
Gm, No yet, my Lord ; no pet: v ov ens OH 
by gens, —— ; * | 41:51 4 
For never was bis like, nor ſhall again, © + © | 
Till murder'd by» fa, 3 curv'd, damn'd 'Poleror, t32720T 
Whoſe Soul now glots the Maw of Lacifer, 1 
An. Speak with more Chart f. 8 
Gui. Ha! Charity als $i) 
Damnation on the Soul harbours t. TE. 
bim ſcoreh'd in Flames, nas 
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Enter King, Queen Mother, 
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Gui. You have out- done me, Sit; but you't excuſt me, 
'Twas a great Rack that ſcrewu we to This Folly, 
Adm. More than we're rivevted the faſter. 
King, My Lord of y bu „ 
Q. M. My good Lord Admiral. 
Now 12 end quite oblige the Cour 
Villandry has pro King 


"2 F% 
, , 
- 
* 
* 
1 = 


Gai, Right : TOR 
As he returns from Court. © 

Aar. From ſome Out | 
Vie watch him till I execute your Order. 


But, Father, let's away z the Cardinal | 

Stays for Navarre, © * ' 4 473.1; 
Adm, Well wait your . CExit King with the Cour. 

O, my Cavagnes, new? 

Where's Anmramont ? but wiſte, und tell her all; 

Tell her th' extravagant Kindoeſy'of the King, 

Tell her, but ſtay ; why ſuch repeated Oaths ? 


That's to be thought on; Hollow was Hi * — 
Graves in his ſumes 3 Death in Me Bivolies ads. 
Q. Anramont / Vie haſte to meet thy Eyes: 
The Face of Beanty on theſe riling torrours, 
Looks like the Midnight-Moon upon « Murder: 
It drives the Shades that thicken from the State, 
And gilds the dark deſign that's ripe for Fate. 
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ACT V. 
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The King riſes from a Couch; 


groan. 
th Heav'n, 
PW": 


be 


not with 


lis, and gave a 
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Emer 


Th ge. 1 PARIS! 


And 2 bleeds at Mouth, 
King. Stand from me all. 
O, Mother, Mother ! Whither will you le lead 


Th hat a Vault of 
rough what 2 a ow, oy Le 


And dead Men's Bones ? Aud 
EEE nw 2 1 


65 U tn? j _=— 


' I muſt not let the Maſſacre 
I'm warn'd from Heav'ny 1 
_ 


Conclude it the Congeſtion 
2. A So; now, I bope, 
And we may cloſe purſue rhe 
the Admiral kilf'd : 
Fall on the Houſe of Gaiſt 1 
And cuts em all to : 
Which I am apt to the 
Are more diſcreet, and — 
Without a Tumult; ſhall the by 
Car, No. If we fad they do 
(Our only to colour ore —_— . 
Proceed to i t Slaughter ; or they find OY 
Some means for flight, and kindle op the W 1 
More dreadfully than ever. 
Azj. ly. determin'd 
Thar, with the reſt, the Princes too ſhall bleed," | 2 
Q. 4 My Jud gment is moſtapoſitive in this : . 
Let not one Soul of all be left alive; 
For tis — in ſuch Extreams, 
Ith* midſt of Slaughter, Ruine, Blood, and Death, 
To think of ever being prais'd for Mercy. 


If you would have we: Ant, Jen muſt not; leave me, 
You muſt talk out to 
Leſt Conſcience drown 


Emer Guile. 


RR 
I patch'd « 
"Gu. Not yet; but Arie him, 

His Fuzee cock'd, and at the Window: 
all, oil» By 25 Ne 2 214 © ant | 
* our * 9 
Said the was wd would nat bed he Pig b 10M e 
1 * that; buy bere 1 ay EE IS grey 
To take ber ap the to the . 
How fares King 
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9 The 
. Here look 

Ne're 

. r 3 

By all our former Dearneſs, and I wi 

By Heav*n : I will, in ſpite. of your — PH 


Ele upon you till Cryſtals run. | 
. You have broke —— a thouſand ſeveral ways; 


„ Maſſacr, IAR 18. 
our! E 


1 


And now q_EY will ogy melts we. 
Gus. Speak Eyes i beg. 

Nor melting peut nor — dowa from mine. 
Marg. 28 have done me, my Diihono: 

For al 1 your Mghts, pour thoulagd dan. 

Your moſt in ut. 


That 1 — court you — * Friends again. 
- Gui. Stop yet: and Oh eternal Love ſhall crowu thee. 
For all my groans. 
Gui. Hold, rie. 
Atop, By are, oy Watchi 
The bleeding — the fondeſt Love. 
Gai, Take this, and ſtrike it to my beart; (Offers a Dagger. 
But ſpeak your griefs no more. 
Marg. By all dye ſaid, 
I beg you, Si Sir, to > ſhare my Husband's life. 
hat, Margwerite ? ha ! Navarre agen ? 
This — ws 100 much. , 


4 7 —— 22 


Fare wel, thou of wy, You 

Yet [ will Eye thee — 2 

Nay a7, take this gk eee 

My Husband's 1 la all that I implore, 

To ſave Navarre, and never ſee me more. CExit Marg. 
— — gone, 22 — why, let her 80 - 

- Henceforth pronounce omar=kind thy Foce; 

Or if thy feeble Soul #0 Love return, 88 


Do not, like , for life time burn: 

But as 1 ” of bis Ln 

Compell' turns from r 

And io ſome ſilver Fountain ſlacks his rag mee 


Then runs more fiercely cely on hb Foes 1195 ez 
So having quench'd thy fires with Beauties . 8 
| — and ruſh to Arms. LE. 


Tie Maſe of PARTS? 45 
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Enter King, Q. Mother, Anjoo, Lorrain, Ald. Gondl. 


. 1 Halt ATM 2207% 
ing. Command that all the © Cit Gates de bur, | 

tops but two, for bringing in 2 ety 282 ar A asl 8 4 
And theſe my Lord of R Lid, Guided TU ve 
Leſt that the Murderer: eſcapes oO 2 51577 14 O x 

Q. A. You bear it bravely f 7 of 194 ni n 
Now to the wounded Admiral: = be there" 19 on 1£5* 
As you are now, ſeem ſoft aud 1 1 298 10 | 
Fond him with tears, cry out with impatience i do ut 
To be reveng'd upon the Murderer. IA 1a. Nect 3s 278 2791 C 

King, You that are made of amen e 9 


„een N. * ' 470 are 
8 C E N 'E IF Bua 11 Nes 26) 106 1 
Kn Y20? „cn It ais e 
m O eino vin fed 


ee bine wa eee, n r 
u 6 fnger and an arm? reti his . Mr 
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- There's Virtue hrs In this — Rena, 


4. Th Maar of PARIS 


Fea pee 


To bear my 
Yet thou ſhalt hear 1 — me, 
Bur mn} laſt Gaſp like my rk fee of Glory. 
t my aſp like my fir 
Ant, What, leave thee, any of Ze, wound ? 
O, let we touch the huis Arm 


n Tomas 4 


thos fur 1 


Forgive me; 


] ſwear I think there is, to A Soul. 
Adm, Be gone, I ſay; r 
Force her away, and bear her v0 $4. Gu. 


Ant. 1 go. For thee, this Prayer l leave behind me: 
When-e're | tho weft thee 
To thoſe ſmooth that have no moments. 
For her that brought thee to Mis _ 

The Whips of Conſcience drive her to 


May all her Life be — — 

And that more Ratking than © Mother's labour - 

In meeting Death, may ber leaſt» erouble be 
As great, as now my parting is with thee. (Ex, 


2 


The very Countet ſeit of ſuch a F 


| * 
The Maſſarre of PARIS. 


Ab. My Lord, his Majeſty, the Queen, hiv Mother, .. 
Mos mourn your Chance, and give you Jultice. 


Eur King, Queen, Anjou, Lorrain — 


King. My Lord, I come to 5 . 
lato Jour Wound ; 1 comets the 1 


But all my fear is for my d . 
And theſe lov'd Princes, Whom the Heav*ns- 
King. Therefore my | 


* — 
o : a . # 


To keep your Quargers from ear of Tumult. 1 


A. 
T8 we ar 


King. To Bed, to Bed ; let me intreat you reſt. 
2. M Nay, you (hall ga, mp-Locd, 

Betwixt your Boſom-Friends : believe me, Sir, 

This is not feige'd ; there are n two alive © | 

[That love = more, than thoſe that now ſuſtain you. 
Adm. Is t poſſible ? Why, H it were dillembled; - 


— 


Were worth 2 for. Ale, mp Lore? 
O, Madam | Why, why muſt this ue be? 
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But lead me, lead your 

Ae — his 8 In a : | 
| do well a nk you, Sir, RT. 2” ad 
n ,. it Yeay r 
2 5 *. * 
And fall « Vittio in de Siga Wer.  [Exexm, 
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Guile, Aumale, kibeuf, Angoleſe,. with Pariſizns. .- 4 vd wzh , 
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Gui. L068 pew WP Hor aa Roy Ok, . 
D : 
Muſt wait to the Perſan of the King, 7 0 . | 
With all the Royal Rein any: 0 Nod \:2 | 
Haſte, Rr rg I TAG] 155 Oo 2 
An. E. We o 196404 
Gai. Preſident C Provoſt 8. ) 1 | 
The Head of the fn. Fu 3 | 
_ Proj. Here, my Lord. ? 0 | | 
Gui. Provide two thouſand — Fay 1 
Let each particular man, on his left atm 1 
Wear a Shirt · lecve, — white Croſs in'; vos | jus | 


” 
FP . 


7 99 


With what — rn can — be 
To take the Admiral's _ But lee the Queen ? 


Emer Qucen Mother, Cardinal, Anjou. 
let's tis 15 logger time ; 


2. M. Come, come, my 


The Hugenors proceed not to a 
But only vent their Fury: ia 10 


ae of ) 
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Therefore away, My Lord of iGw/e, your Father, 11 
Looks from the Clouds, ad ces, Revenge, R N ans 
I think *twere better to6, While vou (kill ebe ,0 
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The King has 
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Runs at gy Sr 
They are no more: 
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Beſm. It 
Sheath all — 
Aan. — Man, 


6 RR cs gray hairs ; 
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Beſn. — n Wiſe and Children, 
fry ade rc and Exeunt. 
Adv, 5 Candagnts ld they 


Has dbed uf Nl e ELON 


Adm, Let let's crawl | 4 5 
With all our Wounds into « | 
And hand in hand go Mt: 
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4 de Reuel, Piles, Plavialt, 


ä — — — — ͤUH— — GC - 
a ö 


ire the Word Cotenel. 
DO, Fire on em all. | c 
The San dr a1, and ſoews the AdmiraP1, Body burning. 
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By Mx. Powell,” 


ug . Billa) ATW nnd, D fand 5 * 


OW N wad av Wtienc cheer, 
moderaeiy hear, : 
* pa pray! by. Hear. 0 5 
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Rome's friends vo doubt, n there Zong 


an Enterteimpent. of their . 
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But no ſuch fear n & lr , Y 
True e N 0 
if Valliant. in alittle Town. - loads e 
3 — d edle ann 5 
If Peaſants ſcorning Death, can Guard our Walls, 
And the mild Priefthood turn to Generais, 
Britains ftand firm, and in [bort time you'l ſee, 
Tour own, and hbouring Realms ſerene and free, 
clear d from the c fr of Popery. 
No Maſſacres, nor Revolutions fear, 
¶ air are ſtrangely alter d fince laſt year 
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: Nor to wary wither'd Md pre * 
22 h Joy, as to bebpld WW. 
_ _ a the Gallic Sore. 
| the ne ivy - 
e H 
inſpire em Bis da, 0 revns, 
His Tale is D rs, 1 mehr Wl g\ 
A Tr rath'ſhown' to ax Honeſt end., 
And can the Good os Wiſe of wir 07 oft, 
Fancy ond Smie, far as the ref excel, 
In our Deliv e Teas; r no Tt 
Poets the only curl on whine 10 
Plvad that they may by Cafar's breathe, | 
Then felt bis Glory Plow rote fre 
his 6G 0 the bei 
Then every Pen h Fan, wok wg 
This, this vs He, who by — ix 
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To England its Relig ion did rita, 
So firm, wer kose a s e e 
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PROLOGUE. 


| V V T long 7255 and t lf with Rage, 


IT 

Thas in a [/ullen mood rebukes the Age 

What loads of Fame de modern Hero's hear, 
Fer an ingloricas, long, and lazy War ? 
Who for ſome Skirmiſh, or à {ofe Retreat, | 

( Not to be draeg'd to Bartel) are cail'd Great. 

But ob, what 2 ambitions Stater mn gain, 

| Who into private Cheſts whale Nations drain ? 

| What ſumms of Gold they board, « daily known, 

To all Mimi coſt, and ſometimes to their own. 

Tour Lawyer too, that like. an O Yes bas, 0 


0 That drowns the Merket-Hightr in the Stalls, 
That ſecms begot, concein/d, and born in brawl: 1 
Tet thrives : He and bu Crowd get what they pleaſe, 0 


Swarming all Term-time thre' the Strand like Bees, 
They buz, at Weitminſter, and ys for Fees. 
The Godly too their ways of geting lau; 
But none /o much as your Phanatick Knave : 
Wiſely the wealthieſt Livings they ref aſe, 
Who by the fattef Biſhegrichs wes d loſe ; 
Who with ſhort Hair, large Ears, aud ſmall blue Band, 
( True Rogues, their own, not God's leck, command. 4 
Let Pigs then be propbane ; but Brad's allow'd, 

Poſſets and Chriſtian Caudles may be goed, 
Meet helps to re-inforce @ Brother's Blaod : : 
Therefore each Female Saint be does adviſe, 
With groans, and bums, and ba's, and gogling Eyes. 0 
To rub bim down, and make the Spirit riſe. 
While with bu Zeal tranſported from the Greand 
He mounts, and [anti ifies the Siſters round. 
On Poets only no kind Star Ger [mil'd ; 
Curſt Fate bas danin'd "em every Mothers CU: 
Therefore by warn: bus Brothers of the Stage, 
To write nd mire te an ungrateſnl Ape. 
Think what pe 0/1 Aer you baue err A, 
Tatlo ran mail, and nible Spencer fd: 
Turn then, who ere then art that canſt write well, 
Thy Ink fo Gaul, and in [gmpoons excel, 
For/[wear all honeſty, traduce the Great, 
Grow impudent, and ran «gains the State; 
Rurſfting with ſpleen, abrued te Piiſquils {end, 
Aud cbuſe ſome Libel-(preader fer tj Hrn 
The Wit and Hunt Timon Porn thy Mind, 
And for thy Satyr eie chnſe Mankind, 

a * 


Epilogue. 


Hrice bappy they that never writ before ; 
How plear'd and bold 7 wit the [afer ſhoar : 
Like ſome new Captain # » City Band;, 
That with big looks in Finsbury Command;, 

Sud with buge Ale, be cries, Beat, beat a Drum, 

Pix. o& the French King, udr bud let bim come : 

Give me ten thouſand red Coats, and allo, 

We'll firk b Crequi and bs Conde too, 

Thus the young Scribblers, Mankind: ſenſe diſdain ; 

For ignorance u ſure to make em ain, 

But far from Vanity, or dang row Pride, 

Jur cauticu Poet courts you to bus fide : 

For why ſhould you be ſcorn d, to whom are due, 

A'l the goed Days that ever Authors knew. 


if ever gay, tw you that make em fine ; £ 


The Pit and Boxes make the Peet dine, 

And be ſcarce drinks but of the Critics Wine. 

Old Miner ſhould not for vain-glory ſlywoe, 

But, like add Miſftreſſes, think bow to thrive, 

Be fand H ew/'ry thing their Keepers ſay, 

At leaft till they can live without a Play. 

Like one that knows the Trade, and bas been bit, 
She doats an fawns p ber wealthy Cit, 
And (wears e loves bim meerly for bu Wit. 
Another, more untaught than a Walloon, 

Antick and ug!y, like an old Baboon, 

Sbe ſwears us an accompliſht Beau-garſon, 

Turns with all winds, and ſails with all defires ; 
All Hearts in City, Town, and Court, ſbe fires, 
Teung callow Lerdi, lean Knights, and driv ling Squires. 
She in reſiſt h flattery finds ber ends, 

Gives thanks for Feels, and mak»s ye all her Friend: ; 
So ſhanld uf, Ports cot an «whard Ape, 

For they ere Proſtctutes wpen the Stage: 

To fand on points were fecliſh and ill bred, 

As for al ady te be nice in Bed : 

Tour Wills alone muſt their performance meaſure, 
And you may turn cm every way for Pleaſure. 
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Aer. 
4 Al miſtaken, or the und © 
7. Generous Enemies, of the 
lous Lovers. 
8. The Plain-Dealer. 
9. Ser, a Tragedy. - 


— — p Lie or JP * 


throw. 
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12. eee 44 
45 Aber of Ver. 


9 in: 

. Alexander the Great.” 1 © 
1 Mythridates Ki of Fontan. 

F. Oeder King of 3 
4. Ceſar 
17. — aL 
18. Madam Fiche, or the Witty Falſe 


One 

19. The Fond Husband, or the Plot- 
ting Siſters. 

20. Eſquire Old-Sap, or 
Adventures. 

21, Fool turn'd Critick. 

22. vertuom Wife, or Svoc Luck 
Nena 

23 he Fat 

24. Andromache. PY 

25. Country Wit. 

— Cal 0, or the Chaſt Nymph. 
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or the Night- 


39. Eſex and u, or the Ua- 
happy Favorite 


by Vert Bexray', of Ao en. 
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43. Town Fep, of Sir Ti T. 
Rare-en-toat, a Fiencly 
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46. Conn 


47. 
48. 


wy Wite. 


e of Gw/e, 

Rekearſal. 

King, andno King, 

Philaſter, or Love lyes a Bleedicg. 
52. Grateful Servant. 

13. Strange Diſcovery. 

54. Atheiſt, or the ſecond Part of 
the Souldiers Fortune. 

55- Wir without Money. 

. Little Thief. 
Vaart w. 


30. 
Fi. 


58. Conſt amine. 

$9. YValemiman. 

60: Amorous Printe. 
N. Ditch Kovers. 

62. Woman Bally. 


of Jeruſalem, in two | 63. Reformation. 

* 64. Hero and Leander. 0 
28. Ambitious Stateſman, - or the | 65. Loye Tricks. 

Layal E avorite. 66... 
29, Miſery of Civil War. 67. Fatal Jealoube. 
30. The Murder of the Duke of Gi |} 68. Monlicur Xagos. | 

cefter. 69. Iſland Queen, or Mary Queer of 

ri Scotland 


70, Empreſs 


laces 5 Adee 
70. Empreſs of Au. (17 
—— xo — * 
101, The Lape-Sick: Kiag- 
ion. Maids Tragedy „ 
| 102. B King -0f . 
—— EU. | 
1 Some Navel newly Fre. 
8 The Firſt and Secoad 
* E 
92, Brutus of Alba. * 2 * © wp 
93. C Arias. n: 22M Nea 1, 
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